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A Word from the Editor 


On page 10 you will find a poem, “A Living Flag,” written 
by Veda Group. We like this poem because the thoughts ex- 
pressed in it are just as true of one flag as they are of another. 
Not all flags display the colors red and white and blue, but all 
flags stand for the same things: courage, loyalty, and purity. 
The flags of our different countries stand for that which is 
highest and best in our national lives, whether we be American, 
Belgian, English, French, German, Greek, or Rumanian. Just 
as the flags of our different nations stand for loyalty, purity, 
and courage, so the boys and the girls of the different nations 
can show forth by their lives these same high qualities. A little 
Greek boy can be just as brave as a little English boy; a little 
Russian girl can be just as pure-minded as a little American 
girl. The boys and the girls who are building truth, honesty, 
kindness, purity, loyalty, and love into their lives are the 
citizens of no one country; they are the citizens of the world. 

The time will come when the peoples of the earth will be 
like one great country, working together for the best interests 
of all. You boys and girls can help to bring about that time 
by learning to understand and to appreciate the boys and the 
girls of countries other than your own. Wee Wisdom is trying 
to help you to become better citizens of the world. 


With love to all, i, 
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By Blanche Sage Haseltine 


I sail my boat across the pond: 
Joe sails her back to me— 


A clipper. On her side in black 
Is painted “Nancy Lee.” 


When | have grown to be a man, 
A traveler I'll be, 

And in a real clipper ship 
Shall sail a real sea. 
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Bud, Cyn, and Lad had copy 
books. 

This story can be told because 
the three little sisters had to write 
a thank-you letter. They had spent 
a day in the country with Mrs. 
Burns, and Daddy had said that 
they should write her a letter and 
thank her. 

‘*He didn’t say each had to write 
a letter,’’ said Bud, the eldest, as 
she unscrewed the top of the big 
ink bottle, ‘‘so we’ll just write one. 
We can each write a sentence.”’ 

Cyn and Lad were too stunned 
by the thought of writing a letter 
to make any comment. 

**‘T’ll write, the first sentence,’’ 
Bud stated, dipping her pen dain- 
tily into the big bottle. 

She caught her lip between her 
even, white teeth, and wrote: 

‘‘Honored Madam: We enjoyed 
ourselves at your house very much 
yesterday and we want to thank you 
for asking us.”’ 

She put the pen down on the blot- 
ier, pleased that she had written so 
much. 

‘*You said everything!’’ Cyn said 
as She took up the pen and slid into 
the chair Bud had left. After a 
pause, she wrote: ‘‘The lemonade 
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and cakes were fine and we enjoyed 
them.”’ 

‘*T’m sure it’s not nice to mention 
the eats in a thank-you letter,’’ Bud 
reminded her. 

‘“We can’t write the whole thing 
over!’’ Cyn defended herself as she 
threw down the pen and sucked her 
inky finger. 

Lad, the youngest of the trio, 
next took the writer’s chair. She 
twisted her short, seven-year-old 
legs around the chair rungs, and 
chewed the end of the penholder 
with toothless front gums. Finally, 
she bent over the note paper and 
clutched the slippery pen with hot 
fingers. ‘‘The hill was nice to roll 
down,’’ she wrote. 

‘*Why, that’s real sweet, Lad,”’ 
Bud praised as she read over Lad’s 
shoulder. ‘‘ Now, write ‘Yours af- 
fectionately,’ and we’ll all sign.”’ 

Lad clutched the pen again, and, 
with a good deal of hard breathing, 
wrote the phrase, using her imagi- 
nation as to the spelling. But both 
Cyn and Bud thought it all right. 
Then they signed their names, and 
a sloping ‘‘Elizabeth,’’ a crooked 
‘*Cynthia,’’ and a sprawly ‘‘ Ade- 
laide’’ appeared on the page. They 
blotted the letter carefully and put 
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“The hill was nice to roll down,” she wrote. 


it under the Paisley tablecloth, to 
show to Daddy when he came home. 

Daddy stared at the letter for 
fully five minutes without speak- 
ing. Then he fairly growled, ‘‘Is 
this the best writing you three can 
do?”’ 

The sisters stared back. Their 
beautiful letter! 

“Did you try your best?’’ he 
asked them. 

“*Oh, yes!” they all nodded. 

‘*Well,’’ Daddy said as he folded 
the letter, slipped it into the enve- 
lope, sealed the flap, flipped it over, 
and scrawled the address, ‘‘I’ll send 
it, but when I come home tomorrow 
I’ll have a copy book for each of 
you, and I’ll see that you use them 
here at home.’’ 

‘*What’s a copy book?’’ Lad 
wanted to know. 
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‘*Don’t you have copy books in 
school?’’ asked Daddy in sur- 
prise. 

They shook their heads. ‘‘The 
teachers just write it on the 
blackboards,’’ Bud explained. 

‘“‘Well, I always had copy 
books when I was a boy, and they 
helped me in learning to write. 
Perhaps the teachers think the 
new methods are the best, but Ill 
get you each one, and if you fill 
the copy books I’ll guarantee you 
will write better than this.’? He 
shook the letter at them. ‘*‘ Why, 
for girls, seven and eight and 
nine years old, who are in the sec- 
ond, third, and fourth grades, 
this is disgraceful!”’ 

The next day he brought the copy 
books. They looked rather old and 
faded. 

“*T had to go to dozens of stores 
before I found them,’’ Daddy ex- 
plained. ‘‘I guess they had these 
copy books put away in the attic. 
But they’ll do. Now, each of you 
take one and fill it with the sen- 
tences given, doing a page a day.”’ 

The first page in the book had 
this sentence: ‘‘Never count your 
chickens before they are hatched.’ 

The three children wrote the 
sentence over and over in their copy 
books. They had to write it tei 
times to fill the first page. 

‘* What does it mean ?’’ Lad askec 
that evening, when they showed th: 
books to Daddy. ‘‘We don’t kee} 
chickens.”’ 

‘“*Tt means that if you count tov 
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much on things before you get them 
you may be disappointed,’’ Daddy 
said. ‘‘You should learn to use 
judgment.”’ 

That didn’t help much. 

‘*But you have to plan things,’’ 
Cyn complained. 

**You’ll see how it works out. 
You three do it all the time,”’ 
Daddy informed them. ‘‘Cyn, espe- 
cially, is always counting her chick- 
ens.”’ 

So they decided to watch to see 
how it would work. 

The next day at noon, when they 
were walking home from school, 
Cyn spied something shining in the 
dust by a fence post. She pounced 
upon it. It was a bracelet, set with 
blue stones and pearls. 

‘“*TIsn’t it pretty?’’? Cyn cried as 
she blew the dust off of it. ‘‘I won- 
der who lost it.’’ 

“‘Let’s take it 
home and_ tell 
Becky,’’ sug- 
gested Bud. 

Black Becky 
had brought them 
up. When her 
black eyes spied 
the bracelet, she 
said, as she dished 
up the macaroni 
that was to be 
their lunch: 

‘‘Mercy me, 
Cyn, child, that’s 
worth a powerful 
lot of money. It’s 
probably cost- 
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less.”” She often got her words 
mixed. 


‘‘You’d better look in the paper, 
Bud,’’ Becky advised. ‘‘There ’tis 
behind the stove, where I stuck it 
out of the way this morning. Turn 
to them classified ads in the back. 
They’s a Lost and Found column 
there. See effen anybody’s adver- 
tisin’ that they done lost a sapphire- 
and-pear! bracelet.”’ 

Bud opened up the paper and ran 
her finger down the ads. Cyn and 
Lad and Becky crowded close to- 
gether over the paper while the 
macaroni cooled on the table. 

“‘Here it is!’’ shouted Bud, and 
she read: 

“Tost: Sapphire - and - pearl 
bracelet, somewhere on Magnolia 
Street. Return to 1100 North Mag- 
nolia Street. REWARD.’ ”’ 


‘“‘We did find it on Magnolia 


“Is this the best writing you three can do?” 
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Street,’’ recalled Lad excitedly. 

But the two older girls looked 
at each other in silence. ‘‘Re- 
ward!’’ O magic word! 

‘“We’ll go right after school,”’ de- 
cided Bud. 

**You eat your lunch now,’’ said 
Becky, and hurried them into their 
places. 

All during the meal they dis- 
cussed the reward. 

‘‘How’ll we spend it?’’ Lad 
asked as she buttered her bread— 
the whole slice. They always let 
down on their table manners at 
lunch because they were in a hurry. 
Buttering bread in sections took 
time. ‘‘It may be a hundred dol- 
lars!’ 

‘*Huh, it may be more than that,”’ 
scoffed Cyn. 

it went on Lad, ‘‘let’s 
buy a pony anda cart. And maybe 
there’ll be some left over to take 
Becky to the movies. She loves 
them.’’ 

‘**Movies!’’ echoed Cyn. ‘‘There’ll 
be so much that we can send Becky 
down South to visit her old home 
that she’s always talking about. 
Maybe we can all go too. You can 
have the pony, Lad. I’m going to 
buy one of those little automobiles 
that you can really ride in.”’ 

““And we'll buy Daddy all the 
books he wants,’’ put in Bud; ‘‘a 
whole library full of them, all the 
same color.”’ 

After school, they stopped at 
home for the precious bracelet and 
then started north out Magnolia 
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Street. The farther you went 
north on that street, the larger and 
grander the homes became. And 
Number 1100 was far out. 

People stared at the girls as they 
went along, but they were used to 
that. People always stared when 
they saw Bud and Cyn and Lad foi 
the first time. This was because 
they always were dressed just alike, 
even to slippers and socks and a 
ring on each left hand. And they 
all had dark hair and eyes, and 
they were about the same size too. 

Becky often said, ‘‘Mercy me, 
effen I could collec’ a nickel offen 
everybody what’s asked me, ‘Is 
them gals triplets?’, I could buy a 
new carpet for the Southern Bap- 
tist Church. I could that!’’ 

On the way out Magnolia Street, 
they talked of the reward, and 
imagined how wonderful it would 
be to be whizzing along there in the 
new car that they would buy. 

‘**We’ll have to get a real car, and 
let Daddy drive it,’’? Cyn an- 
nounced. ‘‘ With his long legs he 
couldn’t sit in one of those little 
cars.’ 

“T’ll sit in the front beside him,”’ 
stated Lad. 

‘*We’ll sit in the back,’’ Bud told 
Cyn. ‘‘She’s the baby, anyway.” 

Lad stood still, and her face got 
red. ‘“‘I am not! I’m not the 
baby. I may be the youngest one 
in the family, but I am not the 
baby; and don’t you say I am!”’ 

“Oh, all right.’’ Bud gave her 
a shove. ‘‘Go on.”’ 
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At last they came to Number 
1100. It was a big house, quite 
near the street. They went up the 
steps to the front walk and up the 
steps to the big front door. 

**T feel so funny,”’ shivered Lad. 
‘*My heart’s going so hard, I can 
feel it in my neck.”’ 

“‘T feel like I’m Aladdin going 
to rub the lamp,’’ mused Cyn. 

Bud didn’t say how she felt. 
She reached out and gave the door- 
bell a hard punch. 

The ring was answered almost 
immediately by a big man in a gray- 
striped suit. He stood still and 
stared at them with open mouth. 
Then he blinked his eyes and asked, 
‘*Well, what can I do for you to- 
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now, I suppose, you want—er— 
something for finding it.’’ 

“*Yes, sir,’’ answered the three, 
politely. Oh, ponies and trips and 
automobiles! 

The man put his hand into his 
pocket and jingled something. 
Three hearts stood still. Then the 
man drew out a shining new quarter 
and held it out to Cyn, saying, 
‘*Well, divide this among you.”’ 

They hardly heard the words. 
Their eyes were glued on the 
quarter. Oh, ponies and trips and 
automobiles! 

Cyn gulped, took the coin, and 
mumbled something that was meant 
to be **Thank you.’’ 


(Please turn to page 32) 


day ?’’ 

e—we——” 
began Cyn, and ‘ 
stammered. Why 
hadn’t they re- 
hearsed what they 
were to say ?‘‘ We 
found a_ brace- 
let.”’ + 

‘*Yes,’’ nodded 
the man, ‘‘my Ke 
daughter lost one. 
Did you bring it a. 
with you?”’ 

Cyn held it up. 

The man took it AS 
and turned it over 
in his hand. ‘‘ Yes, 
that’s the brace- 
let.”” He paused, 


and cleared his 
throat. ‘‘And 


“Well, divide this among you.” 
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LIVING FLAG 


By Veda Group 


That living flag, a lovely sight, 
It surely was to me. 

Some children stood in purest white, 
Some, red as red could be. 


The others were in blue arrayed, 
And so arranged each hue, 

That one great, living flag they made 
Of red, and white, and blue. 


But Mother says that I alone 
A living flag should be, 

With those dear colors proudly shown, 
That those who look May see. 


She says that if I bravely meet 
Each trouble in fine way, 

And with a true, pure heart do greet 
The dawning of each day, 


Then, though I'm much too near to see, 
Myself, this banner fine, 

Right here in my own life ‘twill be, 
Bright-hued, in storm or shine. 
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Blue, Feather 
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—Editor. 


Those of you who read “The Gift of the Golden Voice,” will enjoy reading 
this story, which was written for you by the same author. Of course we all 
understand that these stories are not based on fact. By that we mean that 
there is no such land as the one spoken of here, and there never were such 
birds. However, Josef and Justin go through some very interesting experi- 
ences. There are no magic blue feathers, but we all can have the “clean hands 
and the pure heart” required of the one who was to wear the blue feather. 


WHAT THE STORY HAS TOLD 
In the long-ago, in a far-away land, a good, brave knight found a blue 
feather, dropped from the wing of a bird that the people of the land called 
the song bird of heaven. This feather brought good fortune to the knight and 
to his house for many generations. Finally a knight who was not good and 


brave became the head of that house. 


The blue feather disappeared. 


The grandfather of Josef and Justin has just told them this story, and the 
two boys have decided to go to the peak of the highest mountain, in search 


of the blue feather. 


Part II 


With the coming of spring the snow 
melted on the foothills, the grass pushed 
its green blades through the brown 
earth, and early spring blossoms lifted 
their heads to the warming sun. Then 
it was that one clear morning as the 
sun peeped over the distant mountain 
peaks and a crisp breeze rustled the 
new leaves on the trees Josef and Justin, 
with packs strapped on their shoulders, 
said good-by to their mother and their 
grandfather and started on their jour- 
ney. 

Their way led through the level val- 
ley, with its homes, its fruit trees, and 
its grazing herds. Friends who knew of 
the adventure came to their cottage 
doors as the brothers passed, waved to 


them and wished them Godspeed. Dogs 
ran out to wag friendly tails, or to 
run barking before them. The boys’ 
spirits were high, and they walked 
briskly, so that when evening came they 
had reached the foothills where they 
had expected to camp for the night. 
But when they stopped and began to un- 
strap their packs, they saw a little log 
cabin nestled against the hill, its back 
crowded close to a rocky boulder, as 
though for shelter from the wind. 

“Look!” cried Josef. “There is a 
cabin, and smoke is coming from the 
chimney. Perhaps we can stay there 
for the night.” 

“At least we can ask,” replied Justin. 

The door opened at their knock, anc 
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a man stood in the doorway. He was 
big and bronzed. Heavy black whiskers 
gave him a fierce appearance, but his 
smile was welcoming and kind. 

“We are travelers passing on our 
way,” said Josef, “and we wondered if 
you would give us shelter for the night.” 

“Come in, come in,” cried the man 
hospitably. “Travelers are few in these 
parts, and no man has ever been turned 
from my door. My cabin is small, but 
you are welcome to its warmth, for the 
nights are cold. The only pay I ask is 
news from the valley below.” 

So the boys gratefully unstrapped 
their packs, and sat before the fire and 
talked until the coals burned down to 
glowing embers. The man asked their 
mission. 

“We are searching for the blue 
feather said to be lost on the mountain 
top,” said Justin. 

Josef laughed. 

“Of course we don’t expect to find it,” 
said he. “That is only a myth; but we 
do expect to have a fine adventure.” 

The man shook his head thoughtfully. 

“T have heard of it,” he said. “Many 
years ago people spoke of it. I never 
gave much heed to the story; but who 
am I to say it is not true, just because 
I have not seen it? I would know but 
little if I believed only the things I have 
seen with my own eyes. So much lies 
beyond them.” 

86 
grandfather says,” 
replied Justin. 

“But Grandfather 
is a dreamer, and so 
are you, Justin,” 
laughed Josef. 

“It is well to 
dream if we build 
our dreams into re- 
ality afterward,” 
said the man. 

When the boys 
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started on their way at sunrise, he 
wished them well. 

The way was harder from that point. 
The path grew steep and steeper. Soon 
there was no path at all, only small 
rocks which rolled under their feet and 
went cascading far below, or huge 
boulders, which taxed their strength. 

Occasionally a mountain goat, stand- 
ing poised on a crag above them, looked 
at them with startled eyes, then leaped 
away and disappeared behind yet higher 
peaks. Once an eagle rose and wheeled 


majestically in the sky above them; but 
more often the boys saw no living crea- 
ture; only the wide sweep of mountain 
range leading up toward the snowy top. 

The air grew colder, the higher they 
climbed; and at night they rolled in 


Josef and Justin said good-by to their mother and their grand- 
father, and started on their journey. 
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They fastened them- 

selves together with a 

rope that they might 
help each other. 


their blankets, sleeping close to each 
other for warmth. 

“T think we are foolish,” said Josef 
the next day, after a long, hard climb, 
as they sat on a rock to rest. “It is 
bitterly cold and-the way is hard. Our 
food is getting low and I am tired. I 
for one am ready to turn back.” 

“Turn back when we are so near the 
top!” cried Justin in surprise. “Surely 
not, Brother. Only one day more and 
we shall reach the summit.” 

“And then you will ask for one day 
more to search, and one day more again 
and yet again, to search for something 
that is not there to be found,” grumbled 
Josef. 

“T do not need all the food I eat,” he 
said. “I will give you part of mine. 
And I promise you if we do not find the 
blue feather soon we will go home.” 

“Very well,” agreed Josef glumly. “I 
suppose you must have it your own way; 
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but I am to be the judge of how many 
more days we take.” 

It was so agreed; but long after they 
had rolled themselves in their blankets 
and Josef was sleeping, Justin lay with 
his eyes wide open, watching the stars 
that looked so near and bright in the 
clear air. He wondered if they were 
looking down on the blue feather he had 
come so far to find; and when at last 
he fell asleep, he dreamed that he heard 
the music of the song birds of heaven, 
and that they were calling him on. 

Josef and Justin started again early 
the next morning, when the first rays of 
the sun reddened the sky. All day long 
they climbed and fought their way up- 
ward. The mountain side was so steep 
that they fastened themselves together 
with a rope that they might better help 
each other to keep from slipping on the 
snow and the ice that covered it. Some- 
times they slipped back; once they al- 
most fell; but they planted their alpen- 
stocks firmly and pressed on. At last, 
just before the setting sun slipped out 
of sight, they stood on the topmost peak 
and looked about them. The snow glis- 
tened like jewels in the sun’s rays, and 
far below them lay the clouds through 
which they had passed. 

“How beautiful!” cried Justin in 
awe. “This view alone repays us for 
the climb.” 

The brothers stood for a moment 
looking at the wide expanse of snowy 
peaks, at the red and golden glory of 
the setting sun and the shimmering 
radiance of the cloud vapor below. 

“It is beautiful,” agreed Josef, “but 
it is cold. I wish we were safely at 
home. It will be as hard going down 
as it was coming up.” 

“Poor Josef!’ smiled Justin. “Don’t 
borrow trouble. Tomorrow the blue 
feather may be ours.” As he spoke 
he turned and walked away; but he had 
not gone far when he gave a great shout. 
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“Look!” he cried, pointing. There, 
like a bit of blue heaven resting on the 
snow, lay a feather so exquisite, so per- 
fect, that his breath caught in his 
throat. 

Josef sprang forward to seize it. 

“It is mine!” he shouted. “I am the 
elder, and the blue feather always goes 
to the eldest son.” 

“Of course it is yours,” returned Jus- 
tin. “How lovely it is! How happy we 
shall be to take it back home.” 

“How all the people will envy us when 
they see it! They will wish they had 
gone out to look for it, instead of scof- 
fing. I shall wear it in my hat, and they 
will stare when I walk through the 
streets!” Josef fastened the feather in 
his hat and set it proudly on his head, 
strutting gaily back and forth. 

Justin’s heart overflowed with grati- 
tude, while his eyes drank in the 
feather’s beauty as though he could 
never leave off looking. 
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“How happy Grandfather will be!” 
he said. “He never lost faith that the 
blue feather would be found, and many 
a time he has taken us into the great hall 
and pointed out the crystal case that 
used to hold it. He has always hoped to 
see it there again some day.” 

“It will never be there for long,” de- 
clared Josef, “for I shall wear it in my 
hat to bring me luck.” 

“When it has brought you luck what 
shall you do?” asked Justin. 

“I think I shall travel in foreign 
lands. I have always wanted to see the 
world.” 

“But what about Mother? She needs 
you, and she will grieve to have you go.” 

“She doesn’t need us both. She will 
always have you, and she will not grieve 
for long.” 

So they talked, waiting impatiently 
for the dark hours of night to pass that 
they might start on their homeward 
journey. (To be continued) 


F 
end ° BRADLY STOUT 
Josef fastened the feather in his hat and strutted gaily back and forth. 
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Tucked away in a quaint little garden, 
where nature’s children often came to 
play, stood a very odd looking shrub, 
with long, broad leaves, and a huge 
blossom, rich, dark purple in color. 
This blossom was nearly two feet long, 
and was pointed at the end. It grew 
on a dwarf banana plant. 

One bright morning a beautiful mon- 
arch butterfly discovered the purple 
blossom. It was the first blossom of 
the kind that he had ever seen. “What 
a beautiful flower,” thought he. “TI will 
just take a sip of its nectar and find out 
how it tastes.” 

Sticking his long palpi deep down into 
the flower, he took a draft of the nec- 
tar. “My, how delicious!” he exclaimed. 
“T have never tasted anything like it 
before.” 

As he flitted back and forth over the 
blossom, a big bumblebee came rum- 
bling up to it. “What are you doing on 
my banana blossom?” he droned. 

“Oh,” said the butterfly, “‘is this your 
blossom? Well, I think I have as much 
right here as you have.” 

This made the bumblebee very angry 
and in a rage he flew at the butterfly. 
The butterfly made a dash at the bee, 
and the two had a lively chase over the 
garden, darting at each other. 

Then, what do you suppose happened? 
While the bee and the butterfly were 
chasing each other around the garden, 
a saucy little humming bird came whir- 
ring up to the banana plant. He had 
been there before, and well did he know 
the rich flavor of the nectar of the ba- 
nana blossom. 


\ a 
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In fact, he had thought of the banana 
blossom as his own blossom, and he pro- 
ceeded to drink his fill. 

Just then the bumblebee and the but- 
terfly flew back toward the blossom. 
Seeing the humming bird drinking the 
nectar, they pounced upon him. My, 


what a lively scramble followed! The 
three darted at one another, up and 
down, back and forth, until they became 
tired of the chase. 

“Oh, well,’ droned the bumblebee, 
“perhaps there is plenty for all of us.” 

“T’m sure of it,”’ said the butterfly, in 
the way that only butterflies can talk. 

“All right, let’s be friends,” hummed 
the humming bird. Whereupon each 
one selected a portion of the big blos- 
som. After they had stopped quarrel- 
ing and had become friends they dis- 
covered that there was plenty of swee' 
nectar in the banana blossom for all 0! 
them. 
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THE YOUNG a 
SARTISTS PAGE= 


I like little pussy, 
Her coat is so warm, 
And if I don’t hurt her, 
She’ll do me no harm; 


So I'll not pull her tail, 
Nor drive her away, 
But pussy and I 
Very gently will play. 


Color the wall lavender; the table 
and floor, brown; the little pitcher, 
green and white; the carpet, green; 
pussy, light bluish-gray. Put a pink bow 
on her neck. Color the little girl’s hair 
yellow; her dress, pink; the flower on 
her dress, yellow. 
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A Simple Breakfast 


By FRANCES SIMMONS 


Several months ago you had a cook- | 


ing lesson, from which you learned to 
make fudge. You are now to learn 
something that is more practical ; some- 
thing that will be a help to Mother dear. 
If you should happen to get up late some 
morning, it would be nice to be able to 
get your own breakfast without disturb- 
ing Mother, who probably will have be- 
gun her morning’s work. Or if you have 
a little brother or sister who sleeps late 
in the mornings, your daily task—at 
least during vacation time—may be to 
prepare his or her breakfast. 


Cooking is 
really easy if 
you remember 
a few very im- 
portant rules. 

The first to 
remember, of 
course, is to 
make sure that 
your hands are 
scrubbed and 
that your nails 
are clean. Then 
you should wear an apron, to save 
Mother any extra washing. In 
addition to these points, learn to 
keep the kitchen orderly and to 
put things away when you are 
through with them. Also it is a 
good plan to read the cooking les- 
son completely through each time 
before starting to work. 

There are so many good things 
that may be had for breakfast 
that it is hard to choose; but 
cocoa, toast, and eggs make a de- 
licious and wholesome meal, and 
this menu seems to be a general 
favorite. Cooked cereals are nec- 
essary for school children, but to 
prepare them it is necessary to 
follow only the recipe on the pack- 
age, so we shall not need to ex- 
plain here their preparation. 


Timing the eggs. 
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This time let us plan to prepare 
breakfast for two. The first thing to 
be done is to set the table, because after 
things start to cook they must be 
watched carefully. Two plates, two 
knives, two forks, and four spoons will 
be needed. Place 
the fork at the 
left of the plate, 
and have it lie 
very straight. 
Place the knife at 
the right of the 
plate and_ the 
spoons beside it. 
See that all are 
placed evenly. 
Put a glass of cold water at the point 
of the knife beside each plate. Set salt, 
pepper, sugar, and jelly in the center of 
the table. Have ready two cups and 
two saucers. 

Now get out cocoa, sugar, milk, four 
slices of bread, and two eggs. Measure 
into a cup two teaspoons of cocoa, and 
four teaspoons of sugar. In cooking, all 
measurements should be level unless the 
recipe states differently. This time 
make the teaspoons rounding, instead 
of level full. Rounding means piled up 
a little in the spoon. Mix the sugar and 
the cocoa together with a spoon until all 
the lumps are gone. Set aside the cup 
and measure two cups of milk into a 
small pan. 

We shall have soft boiled eggs this 
time. Put three cups of water into a 
pan, and place the pan on the fire. While 
the water is coming to a boil, you may 
start the toast. 

The main thing in making toast is 
to watch it and turn it when it becomes 
a golden brown. Your toaster will prob- 
ably toast two pieces of bread at once, 
so after you have put the first two pieces 
on it you may start the fire under the 
milk that you have already measured 
into a pan. As soon as the water in 


Buttering the toast. 
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the second pan starts to boil, put into it 
the two eggs and look at the clock. You 
are to leave the eggs in the boiling water 
just three minutes, and then remove 
them from the water. Watch the toast, 
and when it is brown on one side, turn 
the other side to the heat. If you have 
no toaster you can use the oven, whether 
the stove is a gas stove or a wood stove. 

To the mixture of cocoa and sugar add 
enough hot water to make the cup about 
half full. Mix thoroughly, and set it 
aside for the present. Watch the toast, 
taking it out and buttering it as soon as 
it is done, and putting on two more 
pieces to toast. It is a good plan to put 
the buttered toast onto a plate immedi- 
ately, and either set it on the stove 
where it will keep hot or turn a pan up- 
side down over it. 

Watching the toast to see that it does 
not burn, allowing the eggs to cook just 
three minutes, and making the cocoa, 
will keep you pretty busy. As soon as 
the milk comes to a boil, pour into it 
the cocoa, sugar, and water mixture, 
stir it, and allow it to cook another min- 
ute. Then remove from the stove and 
add a drop of vanilla. The vanilla may 


be left out if you do not like it. 

Be sure to take the eggs from the 
water as soon as the three minutes are 
up. When everything is done, you should 
put the breakfast on the table quickly 

(Please turn to page 23) 


Pouring the cocoa into the cups. 
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The discovery of the use of fire was 
one of the most important events in 
the history of the human race. The 
knowledge of its use and control has 
brought about one of the great forward 
strides in civilization. 

All boys and all girls should know 
where to build a fire, how to build it, 
and how to leave it. The most suitable 
place for a fire is a dry, sheltered spot 
at a safe distance from all buildings. 

The method of building a fire depends 
on its intended use. Most important of 
all, is the habit of extinguishing the fire 
after it has served its purpose. Be sure 
always that the fire is entirely out be- 
fore leaving the spot. .. 

The trench fire is one of the types 
used for ordinary cooking. To build a 
fire of this sort, dig a shallow trench 
about two feet long, eight inches wide, 


ry 


and four to six inches deep, parallel with 
the direction of the wind. Fill the bot- 
tom of the trench with small dry twigs, 
grass, or leaves. Crisscross short dry 


Outdoor Fires 


By WILLIAM J. SIMMONS 


sticks over these until the pile stands 
about three inches above ground. At the 
end first reached by the on-coming wind, 
light the fire. Allow it to burn well into 
coals before starting to cook. 


His 
Tepee fire. 

A trench fire may be formed also 
by using two long rocks or two green 
logs for the sides of the trench. The 
surface of the ground forms the bottom 
of the trench. Proceed to lay the fire 
as already explained. 

The tepee fire may be used for cook- 
ing in a vessel suspended from a bar 
over the fire. It is well named, as its 
shape resembles that of an Indian tepee. 
To start the fire, use very small twigs, 
piling them in the shape of a cone or te- 
pee. Some of the twigs may be stuck 
into the ground at first, to help to form 
the shape of the tepee. Gradually in- 
crease the size of the sticks, piling them 
with the upper ends brought to a point. 
Light the fire at the bottom, and soon 
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you will have a fire that burns quickly, 
and throws out a great deal of heat. 

The star fire is used for an all-night 
fire, for heat only. This fire also gets 
its name from its shape. For the cen- 
ter of the star use a tepee fire. Obtain 
five or six large logs. Lay them on the 
ground with one end of each in the fire 
and the other end pointed directly away 
from the fire. The arrangement should 
resemble a star, or the spokes of a 
wheel. As the log burns, it is shoved 
farther into the fire by the watcher, 
who sleeps between two logs. This is 
a very handy fire on camping trips when 
the campers sleep on the ground. When 
the cold rouses the sleeper, he shoves 
the logs between which he is lying a 
little further into the fire. In this way 
a continuous fire can be kept without 
the necessity of getting up to put on 
more fuel. Always sleep with your feet 
toward the fire. 

The council fire is used to make a 
great deal of light and heat. It also is 
a beautiful fire to watch. For this fire 
use small logs two to four inches thick, 


Council fire. 7 


and about three feet long. Build a crib 
with them, placing two logs on the 
ground about two feet apart in parallel 
lines, then placing the next two at right 
angles across the ends of the first two. 
Continue in this way, gradually taper- 
ing the crib toward the top, at a height 
of about two feet. Fill the inside of the 
crib with twigs and sticks. Light the 
fire at the bottom, on the inside of the 
crik. The small fuel will soon fire the 
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logs, and they will burn brightly for a 
long time before the whole crib finally 
collapses. 

A few more important facts should be 
remembered when building fires. Dry 


Star fire. 


wood always burns best, because the 
heart of the wood is dryer than the out- 
side. Use green sticks for pokers, roast- 
ing sticks, and crossbars, because green 
wood does not burn easily. A few min- 
utes spent in cutting dry shavings will 
save time when starting a fire. Build 
the -fire on the side of camp opposite 
that from which the wind is blowing, 
so as not to be bothered by smoke. 

Never build a fire when there is a high 
wind. Always clear a wide space of 
ground around the fire to prevent its 
spreading. Never go away and leave 
a fire unguarded. Before abandoning 
your camp, see that every coal is ex- 
tinguished. 

Hard woods make the best coals. For 
cooking, coals are better than a blaze. 
Fire needs a certain amount of draft. 
If rightly used, an outdoor fire adds 
much to the enjoyment of an outing. 


Table Blessing 


God’s love our lives does daily fill, 
As we obey the Father’s will. 
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‘DEPARTMENT 


DEAR BOYS AND GIRLS: 


and write. 


We hope to publish a contribution from each one of you. To do this we 
cannot use a second story or verse from any reader, but we shall be happy to 
receive work from any of those who have not already sent us contributions. We 
cannot use anything that you have copied or that has been told you by another. 
We want only your own work. All readers of Wee Wisdom are delighted with 
the Young Authors’ Department, so please send us the best that you can think 


THE EDITOR. 


The Great Ruler 
By REGGIE MOFFAT 
Orlando, Fla. 
God made the flowers to sweeten the air, 
God made the palms so strong and short, 
God made the trees so lanky and tall, 
But God Himself is the Ruler of all. 


God made the birds to fly in the air, 

God made the bee to do his work, 

God made the fish to swim in the sea, 
But God Himself is the Ruler of all. 


God made the children to make the world 
happy, 
God made the women to keep the house, 
God made the man to do his work, 
But God Himself is the Ruler of all. 


& 
The Mocking Birds 


By ARLENE VINALL (8 years) 
National Gardens, Fla. 

One day about a month ago a mother 
mocking bird built a nest in one of our 
bouganvillea vines. Just a few days 
after that, the mother bird laid four 


little eggs in the nest. The eggs were 
greenish blue with bright brown spots 
on them. 

Several days after that the eggs 
broke, and instead of the eggs there 
were four little baby mocking birds in 
the nest. 

The little birds said: “Tweet! Tweet!’ 
and each day their voices became louder 
and louder. One morning when we 
looked in the nest, we did not see the 
mocking birds. I wondered where they 
were. I could not see them anywhere. 
I asked Mother if she knew where they 
were. She said that the birds had taken 
the babies somewhere to teach them 
things that they should know. 

After a while we heard, “Tweet! 
Tweet!” so we knew that the birdies 
were somewhere around. We looked 
across the road and saw them hopping 
up and down, learning to hop and to 
walk. Every day we hear them some- 
where. I can hear them now, over on 
the bank of sand, saying, “Tweet! 
Tweet!” and we never see them in the 
nest any more. 
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The Rain 


By BETTY JO LAUGHNER (9 years) 
Whitestown, Ind. 


Sprinkle, sprinkle, little rain, 
Coming from so high; 

We are glad to see you 
Dropping from the sky. 


Sprinkle, sprinkle, little drop! 
Hear the daisies cry. 

The flowers are needing you, 
Because the ground’s so dry. 


Welcome, welcome, little drop! 
Welcome here below! 
May we always thankful be 
For things God doth bestow! 


The Home Seeker 


By EvA ELAINE BUSH (12 years) 
Hodge, La. 


Once there was a boy who left home, 
And went into the world to roam. 

He thought the world small you see, 
For an ignorant boy was he. 

He roamed about the world a week, 
And then he knew he could not seek 
A lovelier home than he had left. 

And in his heart he felt . 

That foolish he had been, indeed. 

He knew his mother he did need. 

So he said, “I will go back to my Mother, 
My father, sister, and my brother, 
And I know that I shall be 

As kind to them, as they were to me.” 


Seeking the True 


By MILDRED ROBINSON (9 years) 
Millville, N. J. 


Love the beautiful; 
Seek out the true. 

Wish for the best, 
And good to do. 
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The Lost Guides 


By LuciLE A. KAVANAGH (138 years) 
Jamaica, B. W. I. 


Mary and Jane were sisters. Both 
were guides (guides, in Jamaica, cor- 
respond to camp fire girls in America). 
Mary, who was the elder, taught Jane 
her tests, so that when she went to 
the guide meetings it was quite easy 
for her to pass them. The girls lived 
lovingly together, and they were loved 
by all in the country. 

One day they went out into the wood. 
They lost their way and came to a little 
hut where they saw a lady and a little 
boy. The lady asked them where they 
were going. They told her that they 
had been walking in the wood and had 
lost their way. The lady, thinking they 
were hungry, gave them each a bit of 
bread. After eating their bread they 
found that it was very late and that 
they could go no farther. The lady told 
them they could stop there for the night. 

After spending the night with the 
lady and her son, the girls told them 
good-by and‘started out. They met two 
men at the gate who had been sent by 
their parents, to look for them. The 
men took them home, where they were 
happily welcomed. 


‘Busy Sunbeams 


(Continued from page 19) 


and neatly. Pour the cocoa into the 
cups and place on top of each cup a 
nice, fresh marshmallow. Place the cup 
and saucer beside the spoons, back a 
little from the edge of the table. Place 
an egg in each little dish and set the 
dishes on the plates. Put the plate of 
toast on the table. Now all is ready for 
the table blessing, with perhaps an ex- 
tra “Thank you” for the cooking lesson. 


93 
— 


24 WEE WISDOM 


July, 1930 


Queen Joyce's Subjects 


By MARION BROWNFIELD 


“Oh, look at that lovely pink 
flower!’’ With a ery of delight, 
little Joyce ran forward and picked 
the tallest pink foxglove in the gar- 
den. 

*‘Oh, Joyce!”’ called sister Elea- 
nor, running after her. ‘‘How 
could you? Grandma is so proud 
of her lovely flowers!’’ 

Joyce looked up almost tearfully, 
with the stubby foxglove in her fin- 
gers. ‘‘ But Grandma picks them!”’ 

‘*T know she does,’’ said Eleanor. 
‘‘She lets me help her sometimes. 
And last summer she told me the 
name of every flower here.”’ 

Joyce looked curiously at the 
flower in her hand with its pretty 
pink bells thick on the stem. 

“That’s a foxglove. But it’s 
wilting,’’ said Eleanor a little 
sharply. Eleanor was eight, and 
Joyce was five, and of course when 
they were visiting Grandma Elea- 
nor must see that Joyce was good. 


‘*T love the pretty flowers, and 
it’s fun to play in this garden all 
fenced in like a play yard,”’ said 
Joyce. She started on a run along 
the prim little paths of crushed 
rock edged with box. 


It was fun, thought Eleanor, if 
one did not spoil the flowers. Oh, 
she must think of a game that 
would help Joyce to understand 
about the flowers. Grandma had 
told them to play here, while she 
drove to town. But she did not 
think they would spoil the garden. 
Joyce had her face hid in the 
dahlias now. If she picked those, 
Grandma would never trust them 
in the flower garden again, Eleanor 
thought. 


Joyce!’’ she called, ‘‘ Let’s play 
——’’ What should they play that 
would not trample the flowers, so 
gay and fragrant in every nook and 
corner ? 
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Play what ?’’ answered Joyce. 
‘*Fairy castle!’’ said her sister, 
suddenly wise. 

Joyce came running. 

‘*Let me be the queen!”’ 

be the good fairy, then!’’ 
Eleanor picked up a stick. ‘‘This 
is my wand,’’ she explained. 

‘*What do I have?’’ asked Joyce. 

‘*All these flowers,’’ answered 
Eleanor. ‘‘This garden is your 
kingdom.’’ Joyce looked pleased. 
‘*But,’’ said Eleanor, ‘‘you are a 
blind queen. That’s why you need 
me—I’m a good fairy, and I ean 
make you see.”’ 

‘*Why am I blind?’ asked Joyce 
surprised, and blinking her eyes. 

‘‘Why? Because you chopped 
off one of your subject’s heads.”’ 

Joyce looked astonished. 

When ?”’ 

‘*When you picked that foxglove. 
Didn’t you know that it was a 
lovely pink-and-white lady, and one 
of your most loyal subjects ?”’ 
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Good Fairy led Queen Joyce 
down the walk, and began pointing 
with her wand. 

‘‘Now, these morning glories,”’ 
she explained, ‘‘some people think 
are just flowers, but in the fairy 
kingdom they are as useful as stars 
are at night in the ordinary world. 
They let the whole garden know 
that the sun is shining!”’ 

**Oh, this is fun!’’ said Joyce. 

Good Fairy stopped next in 
front of Grandma’s lovely purple 
asters. 

‘*T love these,’’ said Queen Joyce. 

‘‘Naturally,’’ said Good Fairy; 
‘‘they are your royal attendants. 
Purple belongs to royalty.’’ 

‘*What other ladies are there 
here?’’ asked Queen Joyce. 

Good Fairy touched the pink 
sweet peas with her wand. ‘‘These 
are young girls who will be prin- 
cesses when they are grown.’’ 

‘*Where are the princes ?”’ 

Good Fairy led the way to 
Grandma’s gladioli. ‘‘Here are the 
(Please turn to page 32) 
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The object of our Good Words Booster club is to radiate sunshine to 
all the world. 

To help us to radiate sunshine, we have chosen for our motto, “I speak 
only good words.” 

We have aclub pin. On the pin are engraved the three wise monkeys. 

These monkeys signify: “I see no evil, hear no evil, and speak no evil.” The 
pin helps us to remember to keep our pledge. A club pin is given as a prize 
5 to each club member when he has sent in one subscription to Wee Wisdom, 
besides his own, and has written a letter to the secretary each month for 
four months. In his letters the member should tell the secretary how suc- 
cessfully he is keeping his pledge. 

If you prefer to purchase your pin, the price is twenty-five cents. 

If you are not a member, but should like to be, write to the secretary 
of the Good Words Booster club, 917 Tracy, Kansas City, Mo., and ask for 
an application blank, or just tell her that you want to be a member. 

On the club pages, Wee Wisdom publishes letters from club members 
and from other readers. 

Re If you desire to have the members of the club pray with you that you 
oo may be healthy, that you may overcome some undesirable habit, that you may 
a be successful in something that you are undertaking, or that you may make 
more friends, ask the secretary to put your name on the list of those who 


desire prayers. 


If you want other readers to write to you, ask the secretary to put your 
name on the list of those who wish to correspond. 


& 


Dear Good Words Boosters: 

Summer months are good months in 
which to organize Good Words Booster 
clubs. School months are very busy 
months, but in the summer we have a 
little more free time. If you want to 
organize a club, get together a group 
of boys and girls who are interested in 
learning to think and to speak kindly. 
Elect a president and a secretary, to 
give the club proper form, and to help 
you to hold your group together and to 
keep the members working. Our club 
motto is given above. If you want fur- 
ther directions, write me a letter. 

A few nights ago one of our club 
leaders told me of a plan her club was 
using, and it seemed very helpful, so I 


am passing the idea on to you. The 
president of the club formulated a num- 
ber of statements, as many statements 
as there were members in the club. 
The statements were like these: J am 
joy. I am truth. I am success. I am 
peace. I am love.” Each member se- 
lected a statement, and is trying to 
bring out in his life the quality men- 
tioned in his statement. When they 
have their club meetings and the roll 
is called, the members in answering the 
roll call give their statements. The boy 
or the girl who selects the statement, 
I am joy, tries to be joyful under all cir- 
cumstances. The one who selects, IJ am 
truth, tries to be truthful in every way, 
and that means in his thoughts as well 
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as in his words. I am sure you will find 
the plan a helpful one. 

Organize your clubs and work on 
these ideas through the summer. Then 
write me in September and tell me of 
the progress you have made. 

I am saying for you, “You are suc- 
cess,” and in “my mind’s eye’ I see lit- 
tle groups gathering every week to work 
together for better thoughts and better 


words. SECRETARY. 


Our editor was pleased with Ruth’s 
letter. If we can find both pleasure and 
help in Wee Wisdom’s stories, we are 
doubly blessed. Our editor assures us 
that her files are full of good stories. 

Dear Secretary: I love the stories in Wee 
Wisdom. Each one seems to teach a les- 
son. I am learning how to use good words 
when I feel angry, which I have not always 
been able to do.—Ruth McCurdy. 

Here is our opportunity to join with 
Kenneth in praying for his country, the 
British West Indies, and for all other 
countries that are visited by hurricanes 
and earthquakes. We know that God’s 
will is peace and safety for all people 
everywhere. Through our prayers we 
can help to establish peace and har- 
mony throughout all the earth. 

We have placed Kenneth’s name on 
the list for prayers. During this month 
let us know that it is God’s will that 
there shall be no earthquakes or hurri- 
canes or disorderly weather conditions 
anywhere at any time. 

Dear Secretary: I am trying to make 
other people happy by trying to help them 
in any way that I can. One day at school 
I could not learn my spelling. I sat down 
and tried to think. Then I remembered 
The Prayer of Faith and said it. I learned 
my spelling quickly. 

Could you and all the other members pray 
that we may not have any hurricanes or 
earthquakes this year? We already have 
had one earthquake this year, and the al- 
manac says that we are going to have hur- 
ricanes. Please pray that we may not have 
any.—Kenneth Rannie (B. W. I.). 
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Lorraine is making the right sort of 
beginning. If she learns to have beau- 
tiful thoughts and to express them beau- 
tifully, she will be a joy in her home 
and among her friends. 

Dear Secretary: I have been doing quite 
well for a beginner, I think. Sometimes 
I begin to say something bad, then I re- 
member. So I have improved quite a bit. 

I just got Wee Wisdom a while ago, and 
I told Daddy I want it all the time. I love 
it—Lorraine Chase. 


The Prayer of Faith was a help to 
Carrie because it reminded her that the 
Father is always with her, and ready to 
lead her out of any difficulty. The Fa- 
ther will help her to hold her temper 
by reminding her that she is stronger 
than her temper. 

Dear Wee Wisdom: I am very glad that 
I am a member of the Good Words Booster 
Club. I have been trying very hard to hold 
my temper. 

Yesterday at school I was supposed to 
write a story for the Safety First bulletin. 
At first I did not know what to write, but 
I said The Prayer of Faith, and I had my 
story finished when the teacher called for 
our papers. When the principal and the 
Safety committee chose the best, they chose 
mine.—Carrie Borden. 


T. M.’s reason for liking Wee Wis- 
dom is a good one. The people, the 
things, and the stories that inspire us, 
help us to grow to be better boys and 
girls, men and women. 

Dear Secretary: I cannot express in words 
how much I enjoy being a member of the 
club. I like Wee Wisdom very much. I 
like the stories because I get inspiration 
from them.—T. M. Shadowens. 

Peggy is following the plan we sug- 
gested last month. We are sure that 
she is growing through helping some 
one else, and that those for whom she 
is praying are being helped. 

Dear Wee Wisdom: Every night I take 
one of the readers who wish prayers of 
other readers, and pray for him. I like help- 
ing other people, and I hope that those I 
pray for will have what they want. I have 
learned The Prayer of Faith and say it 
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every night. I say it for other people, too. 

I will try as best I can to see no evil, 
hear no evil and speak no evil.—Peggy 
Johannsen (Canada). 

We may all learn from Leone’s ex- 
perience that the best way to do our 
work is by first thinking right thoughts 
about it. If we keep our minds happy 
and cheerful, our duties will not weigh 
upon us beforehand. Instead of dread- 
ing them, we shall see them as our op- 
portunities for service—our daily 
good deeds that we all mean to do. 

Dear Secretary: I have not written for 
some months. I use The Prayer of Faith in 
many ways. I have always dreaded to do the 
dishes. Not long ago I asked myself why 
I could not find pleasure in helping with 
the dishes as I could in reading books or 
doing other things. That night I repeated 
The Prayer of Faith over several times and 
thought about some of the Daily Word 
meditations, and the next morning when I 
did the dishes I did not mind doing them at 
all. 

The Prayer of Faith has helped me in an- 
other way. My mother works, and on some 
of the evenings before Christmas she had 
late customers. The streets were crowded 
and one always had to look to the right 
and to the left when crossing the street. 
The evenings that Mother was late I said 
The Prayer of Faith for her and asked 
God to help her across the street, and He 
did.—Leonie Hoffie. 

We think one thought at a time. 
Florence is learning to fill her mind with 
good thoughts. Then she has no room 
in her mind for ugly thoughts. 

Dear Wee Wisdom: I am taking Wee Wis- 
dom for my birthday. If you are true and 
kind and good, you have no time for bad 
thoughts. If you do good for evil instead 
of bad for evil, you have no time to think 
of bad things that other people have done. 
I love dear Wee Wisdom.—Florence Jones. 


READERS WHO WISH THE PRAYERS OF OTHER 
READERS 

Helen Cable: prayers for health and help 

in school work; Inez Cunningham: health 

and help in school work; Elizabeth Derick- 

son: help in school work; Lida Baker: suc- 

cess in school work; Florence Andrews: 
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prayers; Juanita Cassell: prayers for her- 
self and parents; Nellie Crittenden: 
prayers; Phyllis Kurtz: prayers; Kenneth 
Rannie: prayers that his country may be free 
from earthquakes and hurricanes; Gail Bor- 
den: prayers for his school; Willie O. Ukop: 
prayers for mother and himself; Dolly Liv- 
ingston: prayers; Josie Mills: prayers to 
enter high school next year; Norma Rogers: 
help in spelling; Betty Bevan: help in 
music; Mildred Martin: prayers to stop bit- 
ing finger nails; Ruby Louise Hinsch: heal- 
ing prayers for mother and grandmother 
and help in arithmetic for herself; Margaret 
de Boeck: to be kind, obedient, and loving; 
Hortense Truchot: to be loving and good; 
Evelyn Goodwin: healing prayers; Lucretia 
Williams: health for sister, and prosperity 
and success for herself. 


READERS WHO WISH TO CORRESPOND WITH 
OTHER READERS 


Bernice Neal (10 years), Humeston, 
Iowa; Kathleen Wigton (10 years), 15 
Whitehall St., New York, N. Y.; Maria 
Annoreno (10 years), 4121 N. Lawndale 
Ave., Chicago, Ill.; Jane Mason (13 
years), R. R. 8, Mt. Morris, N. Y.; 
Clarissa Birkel (15 years), R. R. 1, Herman, 
Mo.; Evelyn J. Tristani, Box 207, Havana, 
Cuba; Mary Lou McRaven (18 years), 5539 
Cates Ave., St. Louis, Mo.; Susanna Hering, 
Anatone, Wash.; Alma Miller (11 years), 
1673 E. 81st St., Cleveland, Ohio; Carolyn 
Phillips (10 years), 314 S. Broadway, 
Greenville, Miss.; Esther H. Binney (14 
years), 74 Beacon St., Boston, Mass.; Mar- 
garet de Boeck (10 years), 1818 11th Ave., 
W. Calgary, Alberta, Canada; Arnell Gana- 
way (10 years), Birdie Ganaway (14 years), 
Harding Ganaway (6 years), Thomas Gan- 
away (7 years), Luella Ganaway (16 years), 
R. R. 3, Box 66, Trenton, Tenn.; Betty 
Kraft (12 years), 408 Mill St., Nelson, B. 
C., Canada; Barbara Martin, 3240 Spruce 
St. Burnaby, B. C., Canada; Daryl Young 
(9 years), Lachute Mills, Quebec, Canada; 
Willie O. Ukop, % Mr. J. N. Ekpiken, 
Okopedi Itu, Nigeria, West Africa; George 
E. Perry, 211 Willow St., Reedsburg, Wis.: 
John Russell Dickson, Fountain Park, Rich- 
ard’s Landing, Ontario, Canada; Dolly Liv- 
ingston (9 years), 2402 Rosewood, Toledo 
Ohio; Lauretta Schultz (12 years), Box 203 
Montague, Mich.; Mildred Martin, Route 2 
Gentry, Ark.; Irene Miles, 1368 North Col- 
lege Ave., Grand Rapids, Mich. 
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BLAS & 


AGE 


BLANCHE CORNER 


HASPLTINE 


It was a fine July morning, and busi- 
ness had been brisk at the stand by the 
road. The tin cocoa can that served as 
cash register for The Spartan Company 
Ltd. was becoming heavy. Early that 
morning, while the sun was still low in 
the eastern sky, the gang had gathered 
large baskets of beans and peas and 
beets. They had carried the baskets up 
to the roadside stand, and now, although 
the morning was not more than half 
gone, the stock was about sold out. 

Red’s cousin Coralee was left in charge 
while the boys 
went back to 
the garden to 
gather a fresh 
supply of vege- 
tables. On the 
counter were 
some beets and 
a few boxes of 
blackberries 
that David’s 
father had told 
the Spartans 
they might [= 
have for the }} ||| 
picking. Cora- 
lee had just |i 
sold three | 
bunchesof 
beets and was 


“What's that?” he asked 
abruptly. 


A Test for a Spartan 


putting the money into the cocoa tin, 
when her attention was attracted by a 
movement across the road. Looking up, 
she saw two men climbing through the 
fence from the railroad right of way. 
They were unpleasant-looking 
men. Their clothing was not only rag- 
ged, but dirty as well, and at sight of 
them Coralee’s heart began to beat rap- 
idly. Almost breathlessly, she watched 
as they clambered through the wire 
fence. Perhaps they only wanted to 
get through to the road where they 
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might get a lift along the way, Coralee 
thought. If she kept very still, they 
might not even notice the stand. She 
stood as motionless as the counter be- 
fore her while the second of the two 
men gained the road. They turned 
south and had started toward town, 
when the taller of the two, happening to 
glance across the way, caught sight of 
the stand and of Coralee, white and 
motionless, standing behind the counter. 
He said something to his companion and 
they started across the road. Coralee 
swallowed hard and pretended to busy 
herself with the boxes of berries. She 
turned suddenly cold as the men’s shad- 
ows fell on the counter. She forced 
herself to look up, and at once her glance 
met the watery blue eyes of the taller 
man. They were not friendly eyes, and 
it was not a friendly grin that she saw 
beneath the dirt and the bristling beard. 

“Are you keepin’ store, sister?” 


asked the man in a husky voice. 

“Yes, sir,” said Coralee in a tone that 
she tried hard to make steady, “but we 
haven’t much left just now.” 


\ 
\ 
| 
| 
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Looking down at the counter, she saw 
the cocoa tin into which she had been 
putting some money when she had first 
noticed the men coming through the 
fence. The tin contained all of their 
profits for the morning. She must get 
it under the counter. She picked it up 
and was about to slip it on the shelf 
beneath the counter when the man’s 
hand closed over her arm. 

“What’s that?” he asked abruptly. 

“Why, it’s our——” Coralee stopped. 
She had been about to say “bank,” but 
thought better of it. “That’s not for 
sale,’ she finished weakly. 

The smaller man laughed. 
kid,” he said. 

“Do you run this place alone?” asked 
the man with the husky voice. 

“No, sir,” Coralee said as she shook 
her red curls, “my partners just went 
to the garden for more vegetables. 
They will be here any minute now.” 

The man loosened his hold on her 
arm, and Coralee placed the bank un- 
der the counter, but she knew that the 
watery blue eyes were watching her as 
she did so. The man’s long arm rested 
across the counter just above the box as 
he leaned toward her. 

“What you got to sell, sister?” he 
asked, grinning unpleasantly as she 
drew back. 

“Beets and blackberries are all I have 
left,” Coralee said, and although her 
lips trembled a bit, she looked straight 
at the man. 

“How about some cocoa? 
cocoa, Pete?” 

The smaller man _ smiled. 
Buck,” he agreed. 

“TI haven’t any’”—Coralee’s voice was 
very weak indeed. Then the dirty hand 
reached under the counter; but Coralee 
was before it. Suddenly she had re- 
membered something. It was the prayer 
she said every night. It took faith to 
make a Spartan always brave. She 
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needed help 
now, surely. 
“God is my 
help—God is 
my help,” she 
kept saying in 
her heart as 
she held the tin 
close. “It’s our 
money,’’ she 
said desperate- | 
ly, “and you 
can’t have it.” ', = 


“How are 
you going to / 


stop me from | / 

takin’ it?” the |/ | 

man asked. 
don’t 
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know,” Coralee 
admitted, blinking back the hot tears, 
“but I’m a Spartan, and Spartans are 
not afraid.” 

“A who?” 
puzzled. 

“A Spartan,” repeated Coralee. “The 
first Spartans were brave and unselfish. 
But you wouldn’t know about them,” 
and Coralee’s eyes flashed. She was 
angry now. “They weren’t cowards 
who tried to frighten girls and take 
things that did not belong to them.” 

The smaller man laughed, and the 
laugh sounded almost friendly to Cora- 
lee. She looked quickly in his direction. 
Sure enough, his brown eyes were 
twinkling. 

“Lay off her, Buck,” he drawled, 
“she’s named us right. Robbin’ kids 
ain’t in my line.” 

“Aw—I’m not goin’ to hurt her. I 
only wanted to scare her,” Buck ex- 
plained. 

“Well, she doesn’t scare—do you, 
kid?” asked the smaller man. 

“I was scared,” admitted Coralee, 
“but I got so mad I forgot it, and then 
too, I remembered that I am a Spartan. 


The husky voice sounded 


“What's the matter, Coralee?” asked everyone in a breath. 


I didn’t want the boys to be ashamed 
of me.” 

Buck looked at her a moment without 
saying anything. Coralee looked back 
at him, her face pale, but her chin held 
high. At last he shook his head. 

“I don’t know what a Spartan is, sis- 
ter,” he said, “but you’re a game kid 
all right. Come on, Pete. She’s got me 
beat,” and he turned toward the road. 

Pete smiled at Coralee and _ she 
thought that he would have been really 
good looking if his face had been clean. 

“Good-by, Spartan!” he called. Cora- 
lee started to wave. Then she had a 
sudden inspiration. 

“Wouldn’t you like a box of berries 
for your dinner?” she asked. 

Both men stopped. Buck looked at 
her. “Can you beat that?” he asked of 
no one in particular. Pete took the ber- 
ries and thanked Coralee with a sweep- 
ing bow. At the turn of the road he 
looked back, and Coralee waved a 
friendly farewell. Then she sank on a 
box by the counter and cried. 

The gang found her there a few min- 
utes later when they came in. 
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“What’s the matter, Coralee?’”’ asked 
every one in a breath. 

She told them her experience. 

“But why did you want to cry?” 
asked Red. “You proved that you were 
a sure-enough Spartan that time.” 

“I know I did, Red, and I was so 
glad to find it out that I cried for joy.” 

“Girls are the limit,” said Red. 

“This one saved our money,” Andy 
reminded him. 

“She gets my only candy bar,” said 
Kegs, handing it to her. 

So Coralee sat on the counter and ate 
a candy bar while the gang, including 
Bige, gave her three lusty cheers. 


Queen Joyce's Subjects 
(Continued from page 25) 
princes,” she said. 

“I know what those tall hollyhocks 
are,” exclaimed Queen Joyce. “They are 
the sentinels that guard my whole gar- 
den kingdom.” 

“Yes,” answered Good Fairy, “they 
don’t let any outsiders, except bees, 
come in. They know it would be un- 
kind to send your subjects away from 
their beautiful home, your Majesty, 
unless they were going to a nicer place.” 

“To vases in Grandma’s living 
room?” asked Queen Joyce. 

“Yes,” said Good Fairy, “but a good 
queen takes care of her subjects; she 
does not banish them.” 

“I love these little pansies! These 
are my favorite subjects.” Queen Joyce 
sat down on the graveled path. 

“Oh, there’s Grandma driving in 
now!” cried Eleanor, throwing down 
her fairy wand. 

“Let’s play the game tomorrow,” said 
Joyce as they ran to meet Grandma. 

“All right,” replied Eleanor. “Now 
that the queen has opened her eyes, the 
good fairy can tell her some stories 
about her subjects. The pansies and the 
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forget-me-nots may have interesting 
things in their lives that your Majesty 
does not know!” 


Cyn Counts Her 
Chickens 


(Continued from page 9) 


Then the three fled down the steps 
and down Magnolia Street, toward 
home. 

A quarter! Twenty-five cents! Why 
Lad earned nearly that much in an 
afternoon for wheeling those twin 
babies that lived in the apartment house 
around the corner! 

No one spoke until they came to a 
drug store. 

““Maybe he would give us three dishes 
of plain ice cream for a quarter,’ Cyn 
suggested as she motioned toward the 
white-coated clerk inside. 

He would. They knew the young 
clerk, and by serving them smaller por- 
tions than usual he often knocked down 
a little on the price. 

“Since there are three of you, I will,” 
he said. 

It hardly seemed worth while to save 
the offending quarter. 

Cyn put it down on the moist counter 
and took a taste of her strawberry ice 
cream. 

“It’s too bad!” sighed Lad, as she 
tasted her vanilla. 

“Yes,” said Bud. She had chosen 
chocolate. “We had counted on so 
much.” 

Counted. The word stirred Cyn’s 
memory. Oh, now she remembered. 
She had written that word ten times 
yesterday in the copy book, ‘Never 
count your chickens——” What hai! 
Daddy said? 

“Do you know what I think?” she 
asked her sisters. “I think I counte: 
my chickens before they were hatched. ’ 
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WISDOM 


Pioneers 
LESSON 1, JULY 6, 1930. 


Our lesson for today is found in Gen- 
esis 12:1-3; 13:7-12; Hebrews 11:8-10. 
This lesson is about a pioneer. A 
pioneer is one who goes before and pre- 
pares the way for others. We under- 
stand what pioneers are because our 
forefathers came to the United States 
and prepared this country so that we 
might live here in peace and happiness. 

Abraham was a pioneer, but not in 
the same way that our forefathers were 
pioneers. Abraham was a pioneer in 
faith. God told Abraham to leave his 
country and his people and to go into 
a country that God would show him. 
God promised Abraham that if he 
would do as he was told, He would make 
a great nation of his children and their 
children, and would bless him. 

People had not been in the habit of 
having God speak to them in this way, 
because only a few persons in those 
days knew God. Abraham knew God, 
and he was called the friend of God. 
Because Abraham knew God he loved 
and trusted Him. We have faith in 
those whom we love and trust, so of 
course Abraham had faith in God. 

It was not easy for Abraham to obey 
God, but God had promised Abraham 
that he would receive great blessings if 
he would do as he was told, so Abraham 
obeyed, and received his blessings. 

Abraham was a pioneer in faith be- 
cause he did as he was told, with noth- 
ing to assure him that all would be well 
with him except God’s word. By acting 
on faith and proving that God would 


keep His word with men, Abraham pre- 
pared the way for us to act on faith. 

Ever since Abraham put his faith in 
God and went into a new country, those 
persons who believe in the One God have 
been acting on faith in God, to make it 
easier for you and me to have faith. 
We too can be pioneers, by acting on our 
faith in order that some one else may 
have more faith. 

Jesus said: “Lo, I am with you al- 
ways.” 

Shall we take that statement for a 
helpful thought this week? If you 
should feel unhappy about anything, or 
if you are uncertain as to what you 
should do about anything, just remem- 
ber that we too are pioneers in faith. 

Lo, I am with you always. 


& 
Learning to be Unselfish 


LESSON 2, JULY 13, 1930. 


The lesson for today gives us the 
story of Jacob. You will find the story 
in Genesis 25:29-34; 28:18-22; 29:18- 
20; 33:1-4, 18. 

This is one of the most interesting 
stories in the Bible. Jacob was a very 
selfish boy. He suffered many hard- 
ships before he became unselfish. 

Selfishness is a greedy thought. The 
story of Jacob shows us how one ugly 
thought in our minds brings many other 
ugly thoughts to keep it company. 

Esau was the elder of two brothers, 
and his father’s favorite. Jacob was 
his mother’s favorite. Jacob became 
jealous of Esau. Selfishness and greed 
made Jacob jealous. He felt that he 
was not being treated fairly, so he be- 
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came a schemer. He planned ways to 
get Esau’s birthright and blessings 
away from him. His scheming led him 
to take an unfair advantage of Esau. 
This was dishonest. Do you see that 
selfish thoughts brought greedy, jealous, 
scheming, dishonest thoughts into Ja- 
cob’s mind? 

But that is not all. After Jacob took 
Esau’s birthright from him, it was nec- 
essary for him to deceive their father 
in order to get their fathers’ blessing. 
That brought in deceit. When Jacob 
had done all these things, Esau became 
very angry with him. Then Jacob was 
afraid. Fear thoughts came to keep the 
other ugly thoughts company. 

Fear drove Jacob away from home. 
He was afraid to live with his brother. 
He went far away from home, and got 
work tending sheep for Laban. 

When we are dishonest we draw dis- 
honest thoughts to us. So Laban was 
dishonest with Jacob. 

There is an old saying that “our 
chickens come home to roost.” Jacob 
had an ugly chicken. That chicken’s 
name was trickery. Jacob tricked Esau 
out of his birthright and Laban tricked 
Jacob into working for him fourteen 
long years for what he should have re- 
ceived for seven years’ work. All this 
taught Jacob to be unselfish and he fi- 
nally returned home and asked Esau to 
forgive him. 

If we have little selfish thoughts, if 
we want to be first in the ball game, 
if we want to be the mother when we 
play house, if we want to carry the first 
flag when we play parade, shall we try 
to give that place to some one else at 
least a part of the time? Shall we re- 
place selfish thoughts with unselfish 
ones, and keep out greed and jealousy 
and dishonesty and fear? 

The following thought will help us to 
be unselfish. 

I am unselfish and kind to all. 
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Courage 
LESSON 3, JULY 20, 1930. 


The lesson for today is found in Ex- 
odus 3:1-12. 

When God has a piece of work that He 
wants done, He calls upon some person 
to do it. 

The children of Israel had been in 
Egypt many, many years. The Egyp- 
tians were hard masters, and the Israel- 
ites were very unhappy. The Israelites 
were slaves to the Egyptians and had no 
means of defending themselves when 


ak 

'G 


Esau asks Jacob for food. 


their masters gave them tasks that were 
too hard for them to perform. The 
slaves called upon their God to deliver 
them, and God sent Moses. 

Moses is sorry for his people, the 
Israelites, and wants to deliver them 
from the Egyptians. He is unsuccessfu! 
because he does not go about his work in 
the right way. Moses became angry and 
slew an Egyptian. After he had made 
this mistake he became afraid, just as 
Jacob became afraid after he hai 
cheated Esau. Fear always comes int 
our minds to keep our other wron: 
thoughts company. 

Moses fled into a new land. He ha‘ 
been there a long time when God calle | 
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him to do a piece of work for Him. 
Moses had had plenty of time to think, 
so he could answer, ‘Here am I.” Moses 
was ready to do God’s will, but he was 
afraid. He made excuses to God, but 
God answered him: “Certainly, I will be 
with thee.” 

It took courage for Moses to go to 
Pharaoh and obtain the release of the 
Egyptians, and he could not have done 
it without God’s help. 

It takes courage for us to remain at 
home and help with the work about our 
homes when our friends are free to play. 
It takes courage for us to study during 
vacation days to make up for low 
grades. It takes courage for us to put 
our pennies into our savings banks when 
our friends are begging us to buy candy. 
It takes courage for us to own up that 
we have done wrong when we may be 
punished for the misdeed. God said to 
Moses, “‘Certainly, I will be with thee.” 
And He says to us, “Certainly, I will 
be with thee.” 

You may feel that God does not notice 
the little things that boys and girls do, 
but it is the courageous things that boys 
and girls do that help them to grow to 
be courageous men and women who can 
say, when God calls on them: 

“Here am I.” 


Deborah Saves Israel 


LESSON 4, JULY 27, 1930. 


Our Sunday school lessons for this 
month all have given us stories of peo- 
ple who were expressing good qualities. 
Abraham expressed faith. Jacob’s story 
taught us unselfishness by showing us 
how one ugly thought brings to us an- 
other ugly thought. The story of Moses 
taught us courage. The lesson for to- 
day gives us the story of a brave woman, 
who was brave enough to act on faith 
when all those around her were fearful. 
This is the story of Deborah, and the 
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lesson is found in Judges 4:1-15. 

Israel was faced by foes that seemed 
to be too powerful for the Israelites to 
overcome. These foes seemed real to 
the Israelites, but Israel’s real foes were 
thoughts of lack—lack of faith, lack of 
loyalty, lack of trust. The Israelites 
had forgotten how God had delivered 
them from the Egyptians and brought 
them into a new land. These children 
of Israel had forgotten that God had 
said to Moses: “Certainly, I will be with 
thee.” Time after time the Israelites 
forgot about God, and each time that 
they forgot to look to the Father for 
guidance and protection they were sur- 
rounded by enemies. And each time 
that this happened God sent some one to 
tell them that He would be with them. 

This time God sent a woman whose 
name was Deborah to lead the children 
of Israel out of their trouble. Deborah 
was strong and brave, because she knew 
that God was with her and that He was 
able to overcome any enemy. 

Boys and girls, and sometimes men 
and women, act just as the Israelites 
acted in this story. They let ugly 
thoughts, thoughts of doubt and fear 
and selfishness, enter their minds. These 
thoughts bring other ugly thoughts, and 
soon the person who thinks such 
thoughts finds that he is surrounded by 
enemies. He feels that no one loves 
him, that all other persons are unfair 
and selfish and unkind. Such a boy or 
girl is very fearful and unhappy until a 
Deborah, a good, brave thought, comes 
into his mind to tell him that God is al- 
ways with him. Then that boy or girl 
pushes the ugly thoughts out of his 
mind. He knows that he loves every 
one and that every one loves him; he 
knows that he is strong and wise and 
able to do whatever he is asked to do. 

This thought will help us to keep good 
thoughts in our minds: 


Only good thoughts fill my mind. 


re. 


| ae od is my health, G) 
Scant be gic 
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| ‘he Praysr-of Feaith>- 


| Ges ig my help in every need, 
docs my every hunger fecd, 


God walks begide me, quides my wa’ 
dhrough every, 


now am wise» J now am true, 
~ Patent, kind and loving, too 
Bll things Fam, can do and be, w+ 
cthrough Gust .the druth 
that is inme.... 


...od ig my strength, 
guich_o 
Hod ig my ++ F know no fear 

Since Hod and Hove and druth 


are here 


Do you know that The Prayer of Faith is used by boys 
and girls all over the world? Wherever Wee Wisdom goes, 
children learn to say this little prayer. 


Of course just learning to say the words of a prayer is 
not all that is necessary—you must have faith in the prayer. 
Having faith means believing that God hears and answers 
your prayer. We get many letters from children telling us 
that they have used The Prayer of Faith, and that their 
prayers have been answered. 


Sometimes children, and grown persons too, forget to 
ask God’s help when something troubles them. To help you 
remember to do this, we have made The Prayer of Faith into 
a motto to be hung on the wall where you can see it every 
day. 


This motto is done in beautiful colors, and is attractively 
framed. Tell Daddy and Mother of your desire to have this 
prayer right before your eyes, and we believe that they will 
want you to have it. The price is $1.50. Send your order 
today, and soon you will have The Prayer of Faith motto. 


UNITY SCHOOL OF CHRISTIANITY 
917 Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 
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Picture Puzzle 


By INEZ RUSSELL 
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Begin at A and trace the numbers 


until you can go no farther. When you 
find B, you will see that the figures be- 
gin where you left off. Trace them 
as far as you can, and then hunt C. 
The last group of figures begins with G. 
When you have finished the outline, you 


will have a lovely picture. Lay a sheet 
of thin paper over it and trace the pic- 
ture. Color this and you will have a 
nice panel. 


ANSWER TO LAST MONTH’S PUZZLE: 
Drum, pansy, beet, knife. 
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I sat upon the beach today 
And watched a jolly band 
Of wavelets running to and fro 

Upon the golden sand. 


They toddled in unsteadily, 
Each wavelet’s shining face 
Crowned by a bonnet, crisply frilled 
With rows of foamy lace. 


They played for just a little while, 
They ran to take a nap 

Upon the comfy, cushioned curves 
Of Mother Ocean’s lap. 
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I sup-pose no - bod - y knows Just what Miss Ka-ty did. 
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Fuzzy Fur was puzzled. 
He had found that apples— 
real, ripe, juicy apples—grew on 
a pine tree. They didn't grow on 
every pine tree, but just on one 
particular pine tree that stood 
only a few yards from the gar- 
den where Billy and Uncle Jim 
had their strawberry patch. 
Fuzzy Fur's nose learned 
about the apple first and told 
Fuzzy Fur, but because Billy 
and necle 
J im were 
working in 
the gar den, 
Fuzz y Fur 
had to wait. 
So he climbed 
upona handy 
lo gan d 
stretched out 
in the warm 
sunshine to 
wait. There 
was a pleas- \ 
ant scent of \\ 
wild honey on 
the breeze, 
and the rustle of the wind 
among the leaves lulled Fuzzy 
Fur to sleep. He dreamed that 
the world was a huge honey- 
comb and that it all belonged to 
him. When he awoke, he 
smelled the scent of ripe apples. 
“Yum, yum!” thought Fuzzy 


Fuzzy Fur and the Mysterious Apples 


By ALFRED I. TOOKE 
Copyright 1930. 


at the house 
with the 
strawberry 


His nose soon led him to the apple. 
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Fur, and down he waddled. His 
nose soon led him to the apple. 
It grew on the end of a long 
string that was tied to a branch 
of a pine tree, and when Fuzzy 
Fur had eaten it he looked 
around for more apples—but 
there weren't any more, either 
on that pine tree, or on any of 
the other pine trees. It was very 
queer. 

“These apples must be the 
Pp inea pp les 
I've often 
heard about," 
thought 
Fuzzy Fur. 

The next 
afternoon 
Fuzz y Fur 
called again 


patch. Sure 
enough, there 
was another 
apple growing 
on the end of 
a long string in the very same 
place on the very same tree, and 
again Uncle Jim and Billy were 
working in the garden. So 
Fuzzy Fur climbed upon the log 
again when they were not watch- 
ing: but the sighing of the wind 
and the humming of the bees 
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soon lulled him to sleep again, 
and he dreamed that the world 
wasa huge apple and that it all 
belonged to him. When he 
woke up, it was dusk. So he 
stretched, and climbed down off 
the trunk, and gobbled up the 
apple. Then he hunted around 
for more, but there weren't any 
more. 

The third day, sure enough, 
another apple had grown on the 
end of the long string, and 
Fuzzy Fur had it for his supper 
—but there weren't any more. 

It was very queer, for Fuzzy 
Fur had never before known of 
a pine tree on which there grew 
a ripe, juicy apple every day. It 
was queer, but very satisfying 
to Fuzzy Fur. 

However, the way those ap- 
ples disappeared was very queer 
and very dissatisfying to Billy. 

That's three times some one 
has taken my apple,” said Billy, 
to Uncle Jim. “7 hung them 


“That’s six, and I think it is enough.” 
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there for the birds, and if | 
catch the—the 

“The varmint?” suggested 
Uncle Jim, with a chuckle. 

“Well, whatever it is,” con- 
tinued Billy, “TI—I'll give it a 
big scare. I didn't put the ap- 
ples there for squirrels and pos- 
sums and—and things. I'm go- 
ing to watch and see who is tak- 
ing them.” 

Uncle Billy chuckled. 

“T think I know who is taking 
them. He signed a receipt for 
the last one.” 

He signed a receipt?” 

“Yes! with his claws, on the 
bark of that old pine log.” 

“What was his name, Uncle 
Jim?” 

“Well, if I'm not mistaken, 
the writing on the log said: 
‘Fuzzy Fur—his mark.’ 


“Tl fix him!” 

“How?” 

“Why, I don't exactly know, 
Uncle Jim, but 

“Then I'll tell you one way, 
Billy. Put some perches in your 
apples for the birds to stand on.” 

“Perches! Why, I thought 
they could stand on top of the 
apple and eat it!” 

They can, but it will be much 
nicer for them if you make them 
a perch or two.” 

“But what has that to do witli 
Fuzzy Fur, Uncle Jim?™ 

“The birds can get at the ar: 
ple better, and perhaps they can 
finish eating it before Fuzzy Fur 


July, 
find 
thre 
perc 

B 
sho: 
thra 
othe 
perc 

fou 

tha 

eno 

ple, 

tic 
pen: 
B 
time 

hap 

gro 

wit 
stoo 

win 

ina 
pine 

Un 
T 
that 
cS The 
| Fuz 

= ya 
tum 
wad 
stoo 

eye 


July, 1930 


finds it,” he said. “You get 
three or four straight twigs for 
perches—tough ones." 

Billy had the twigs ina very 
short time. 


“Now, poke one twig right 
through the apple and out the 
other side; that makes two 
perches. Now another; that's 
four perches. Now another; 
that's six, and | think that is 
enough. Now hang up the ap- 
ple, and we'll watch from the at- 
tic window, and see what hap- 
pens.” 

Billy watched, from time to 
time, all afternoon, but nothing 
happened. At last it began to 
grow dusk, and he went indoors 
with Uncle Jim. Together they 
stood looking out of the attic 
window. 

“Why, Uncle Jim,” said Billy, 
ina surprised whisper, “that old 
pine log is alive! It’s moving!” 

“Surely looks like it,” agreed 
Uncle Jim. 

The pine log did seem to be 
moving, but presently Billy saw 
that the moving part was a bear. 
They looked again: it was 
Fuzzy Fur, and Fuzzy Fur 
yawned, and stretched, and 
tumbled down from the log, and 
waddled over to the apple and 
stood on his hind legs and 
opened his mouth wide to eat it 
—and then he stopped. 

His nose told him it was a 
perfectly good apple, but his 
eyes told him that it had prickles 
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The perch bumped him on the nose. 


three or four inches long, stick- 
ing out all over it. Those twigs 
might have been perches to the 
birds, but they were stickers to 
Fuzzy Fur, and they looked sus- 
picious, so he walked round to 
the other side. They looked 
just the same on that side, but 
the apple smelled so good that 
he decided to eat it anyway. But 
that was easier thought of than 
done, for his nose bumped into 
one of the perches, and the ap- 
ple swung away and then came 
back, and the point of one of the 
perches bumped him on the 
nose. Fuzzy Fur backed away 
very hurriedly. A bear's nose 
is very, very tender, and Fuzzy 
Fur didn't want any more 
bumps on his, so he sat down 
to think the matter over. He 
watched the apple until it 
stopped swinging, and then he 
had another try. This time, in- 
stead of trying to bite the apple, 
he seized one of the stickers in 
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Fuzzy Fur gave the apple a gentle pat. 


his teeth and bit it off. But that 


just made the apple swing 
again, and back it came— 
bumf—right on his nose again, 
before he could dodge. 

Plainly, he would have to 
find some other way to eat that 
apple, so Fuzzy Fur raised his 
paw and gave the apple a gentle 
pat. It swung to and fro gently, 
but nothing else happened; so 
Fuzzy Fur gave it a harder pat. 
It was swinging this time, and 
instead of hitting it squarely, 
his paw caught one of the stick- 
ers and started the apple to spin- 
ning. That looked like an invi- 
tation to try to stop it, so Fuzzy 
Fur made a mighty swing at the 
apple, to ruin it forever—and 
missed—and got his nose in the 
way again. 

That was more than any little 


bear would stand. With both 
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paws swinging wildly, Fuzzy 
Fur struck at the apple. He 
gave it a blow that sent it swing- 
ing round behind him. Quickly 
he turned. He did not want this 
strange foe to strike him in the 
rear, but, quick though he was, 
he couldn't turn around as 


quickly as the apple could swing 
round him. He jerked his head 


around. He jerked it back 
again. Now he saw the apple 
—and now he didn't. He began 
to get dizzy. His feet began to 
get in one another's way, and 
they trod on one another as he 
whirled around. He struck the 
air first with one front paw, then 
with the other, trying to strike 
his queer enemy—and at last 
he hit the apple. Away from 
him it swung, up, up, up! Then 
it stopped for just a moment, 


He struck the air first with one paw, the 
with the other. 
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and back it swung, down, down, 
down, with its stickers, straight 
at Fuzzy Fur. 

Three times Fuzzy Fur's ten- 
der little nose had suffered, and 
he didn't want it to suffer any 
more. Hurriedly he tried to step 
backwards—but he forgot the 
vines that had wound them- 
selves about his feet as he had 
twirled round and round—and 
he forgot the log just behind 
him, until it caught him squarely 
behind the knees. With a squeal 
of surprise he turned to defend 
himself from this new foe. Too 
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The Prayer of Faith 


Wee Wisdom readers who wish to help 
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late he saw that it was only a 
log. The apple caught him 
squarely on the nose again; the 
trailing vines tangled about his 
feet; the log tripped him, and 
he fell head over heels into a 
bramble patch. As he sat there 
untangling his feet from the 
vines, he looked up and saw 
Billy and Uncle Jim leaning far 
out of the attic window, laugh- 
ing at him. 

And then Fuzzy Fur got up 
and went away from there, his 
appetite for pineapples ruined 
forever. 


others can do so by saying this 
prayer for them. 


God is my help in every need; 
God does my every hunger feed; 
God walks beside me, guides my 


way 


Through every moment of the day. 


I now am wise, I now am true, 
Patient, kind, and loving, too. 

All things I am, can do, and be, 
Through Christ, the Truth that is 


in me. 


God is my health, I can’t be sick; 
God is my strength, unfailing, 
quick ; 
God is my all; I know no fear, 
Since God and love and Truth are 
here. 


—Hannah More Kohaus. 
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By LOS. 
The motherly hen with ducklings four 
Calls coaxingly from the rainpool shore. 
The ducklings nod to one another, 
And say to her: ‘‘Don’t worry, Mother.”’ 
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A Pape for 
MOTHER AND DADDY 


If Wee Wisdom has been coming every month to the little boys 
and girls in your home, you, as their parents, are in a position to know 
how they have enjoyed the magazine. You are also able to judge the 
part Wee Wisdom’s stories, verses, and pictures are playing in molding 
the lives of your little ones and helping them to become the men and 
women you are training them to be. 


Did you know that Unity School publishes not only Wee Wisdom 
for the little folk, but also several periodicals for older persons? If 


you are not acquainted with our other publications, we should like to 
introduce 


Unity Magazine 


Nearly forty years ago Myrtle and Charles Fillmore, cofounders of 
Unity School, published a little four-page monthly paper, which they 
called Unity magazine. That little paper has been increased in size 
and helpfulness until today it has 96 pages and is recognized as an out- 
standing metaphysical magazine. Fundamentally Unity magazine is 
devoted to the teachings of divine healing, but in it you will find help 
in solving any problem that comes into your life. Through its messages 
you will find health, prosperity, and happiness. 


Unity Daily Word 


As its name implies, Unity Daily Word is our little magazine of 
daily inspiration. Should the regular routine of your home and business 
affairs become monotonous, you will find uplift and encouragement in 
reading this magazine. For each day of the month it contains a prayer 


statement followed by an explanatory lesson. Special articles and poems 
are its other attractive features. 


Small, flexible, easily carried in your pocket or purse, Unity Daily 
Word is a companion you can always have with you. Once you have 
read Unity Daily Word, you will never want to be without it. 


The yearly subscription price for each of these magazines is $1.50. 


UNITY SCHOOL OF CHRISTIANITY 
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On Sale at Leading News Stands 


MORNING 


MAGIC 


Freedom is 

To do and say 
Helpful things 
Through all the day. 


Freedom is 
To know that fear 

Cannot come, 

For God is near. 


Freedom is 
To rest at night, 

Knowing dark 

But leads to light. 
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